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And yet another:

Do not ask me, pray, ask me not my heart's guarded secrets. Pearls and
pearls arc there in the sea of my heart. Pray, look not for them. Let none
disturb them. Let no one ask me the guarded secrets of my heart

The koel sings, the papaiya calls. Let not the searcher of causes look for
them. Let no one ask me. In there, the letters of hope are writ with tears.
They are faint; pray wipe them not. Let no one ask me the guarded secrets
of my heart.

Oh hero mine, whom the world adores! Listen to me. Do not struggle
against the flood which fate has released. Let no one ask me the guarded
secrets of my heart.1

The poet again and again deals with the delights of
spring.

My soul! My god! Come 1 The spring has arrived. On earth and in the
sky, the divine coloured flowers bloom. Come and open the flower of my fate.
My soul! My god!

I smell and smell around me a mighty fresh desire. In my heart, a rich
fragrance rises.

My soul I   My god!
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